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POETRY.

THE WHOLE STORY.

——

BY H. L. BOSTWICK,
0:_? yes—I'll tell yon the story,

e very words= that were said,
Tou see the supper was cooking, 3
And I was slicing some bread,
And Richard came into the pantry,
His fuce wis exceedingly red,

And he opened his half-<hut fingers,
And zave me a glimpse of a ring;

Ani then—oh, yes, I remember,
The kettle began to «inge,

Amd Fanny came in with her baby,
The cunningest banch of a thing.

And the biscnits were out in a miante,
Well, what came next? Let me see —

Ou! Fanny was there with her baby,
And we all sat down to tea: :

And gzrandma looked over her #lasses
A gqueer at Richard and me!

But it wasn't till after milking
That ke said what he had 10 SaY.

How wa< it? O4%! Fauny Sad tuken
Toe haby and zone away —

The fauaiest rogue of afllow-
e huad a new tooth that day.

-
We were standing nader the plum tree,
And Richard said somethinz low,
Bue | was tired nod fasered,
And trembled, § almost know
For old Red is the hardest of milkers,
And Ggindle so horribly slow,

And then —let me se¢ —where was [
Oh, the star< gréew thick overhiead,
Al we two ctood under the plum
Till the chickens flew up to bed,
S - —_— . .
W -f-,!. Le !1|;g- tte, aird] we're to be married,
Al LAt e—ceeeat wihat he said!
—ilorith apd H’(HM‘.

e

MISCELLANEOUS.

A WEMAN'S WAY.

BY 3IRS, M. A. EDWARDS,

Tae sunshine shimmering throngh the |

smmersiv: a gaolden vapor resting dream
ily on ficld a.d river; sitvery ripples ran-
ninz through the ripe ryve; the barley
hewds swinging  beavy and vellow; the
meadows emerald green; the home
white with daisies; the brown-gabled, red-

roofed, old farm-house, mellow-tinted in !

the enchanted atmosphere: the wide river
creeping lazily by; the glistening white
beach shelving down to it—ihis was the

scene on which Jessica Dale looked from |

her seat amone the branches of the ancient
ash that stood on the river-side.

up to the black whart that stood tipsily on
its halt‘rotien piles; and, on this whari
Jessica's eves at lust tound a resting place.
She lookod long and earnestly at a gronp
of men on it a tew sailors lazily trans{cr-
1ning baskets of vegelables and firkins
butter fomm the whoerf (o the vessel:
few lank, seedy-looking men siiting on the
wharf posts and empty barrels, swingieg
their legs. On a pile of planks & man's

.
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fizure was stieiched at full lencth, and ke

was apparently phicidly @wing up al the
white clonds slowly forming und dissoly-
irg in the bine sky,

Fhe apron thal Jessiea was making fell

out of her hand and rostled down -wunonr |
but her thoughts, as well as |

the duisies,
her eyes, were busy on the wharf, They
were not pleasant thoughts it wonld seem,
for she pnekered up her preity face into
numerous wrinkles, «ad encled her red lips
inavery econtempiions uumner. Jossiea
was rightly considered a beaatiful girl,
brown as a berry from exposure to wind

and sun, with sweet, thoughtful gray eves, !

wavy hrown hair, small, regular features,
and the rosiest of lips and poarliest of
teeth, and a trun, gracetul figure. She

even looked preily when she was cross, as |

thengin the ash-tree.

The man on the planks soon turned his
head in such a way that he probably eanght
a glimpse ol her white diess mong the
leaves, for ne instantly sprang lightly down
from his re ti g place, and walked swifl Iy

Ccross ihe meadows towasds her, vaulting
the fences on his way. As he drew nearer
it became evident that he wis a young man
of fine physigque, with a weil-shaped head,
good, though uregular [ atures, and great,
sieepy, brown eyes. As he crossed the
Tast meadow Jessica sprang down from her
pereh just in time 10 prevent the old grav-
winged gander from suipping a picce ot
of lier new apron. met the young
man at the stile by the pollard willows.,

I am so very plad to sce von, Jessica,”
he said, fervently, as he huf'.w.i her over
the stile.

* For what reason, Bernard ?
wonderfully in earnest.”

* Why, no reason, except the pleasure of
being with you”

* Not having s:en me sinee nine o'cloek
last night™

* Bat you are always a fresh and beanti-
ful sight. I have been wondering what |
counld do with myself this afternoon, and
beliold! Fate sends me you.”

* 1 wonder you are not sun-struck lving
ther:f on the wharf in this hot, broiling
san.”

“Idon't mind the hot sun.
hurts me.”

“Aud yet, the coldest day last winter,
you worked out of doors all day, building
that ice palace for me.”

“ I enjoy the cold, too, and take the sea-
sons as they come. Heat and cold are
alike to me."

“You don’t

ol

Y on seem

mind

for no parpose, [ believe, bt just to show
that you eould do @t.”

“Yes. I can walk any reasonable dis-

tance in any weather,” suid Bernasd, care-

lessly, but seeretly much ploased that his
companion remembered all this,

“ Does «rn‘r;’f'r-"r:; make you sick, Ber-
narnd *”

“No; I pave not had a Jday's sekness
since T was ten years old.”

“I should think, Bernand, you might be
&s miuch as six feet hich,” she said, meas-
uring him with her eve

“Very near the mark; I am five feet
eleven,””

“ Well,” said Jessiea, stopping under-
neath the pollard willows, and surveyving
her companion from head to foot, * here is
# Voung man, five tect eleven, broad shoul-
dored, nover sick, who mwinds neither sum-
mer's heat nor winter's ecold, nor terribie

storms, snd yet who ean find nothing in |

all this wide world to do on this long sum-
mer day but lie on a pil: of planks, or
lonnge up and down the river bank with a
girl.”

TLe young man's brown face flushed
erimson. “ But what can 1 do, Jessica?”

* Help those sailors down there on the
wharf, and perhaps you will put a little en-
ergv into thm.”

“And what would be the use of my
doing that*”

“ Just for the sake of doing something.
Are you going to live this lazy, uselcss lile
all your days?"

“You know very well my unecle won't
help me to get into any business, or rather,
Le cau't, for he never has ready mouey.”

“ Help yourself, then”

“How ean I, without money? 1 must
‘have a little to start with.”

“Put yourself in as capital, and use
your museles. They are biz and strong
enough, I am sure. Such weights as they

tell me you balwee at the gymnasinm —zo |

and break siones!”

“You laik just like a woman'! They
think men can do everything. What do
you suppose [ could eamn bresking stones ¥

“ Your self respect, if nothing more.
You are of no use to anybody now, Your
uncle and aunt don't nced you; they have
their own children. | have no donit they
like to have you with them, and will give
you what you need; but you should be
ashamerd to dawdle through life dependent
on & rich man’s bounty.”

“1 don’t feel that it is a dependence. |
am one of the family, and we all iive hap-
pily together, and have everything in the
world we want. And, more than all tha,
uncle wants you w come and live there,
too. There is plenty for all, he suys. It

is a large honse, and there are so many ser- |

vants they ean't find enough to do, and a
great deal coming in all the time that would
be wastod iff we were not there.’

“ And you think [ would let you take me
to sueha home as that ¥

“ Why not? It will bea happy and lux-
urions home, and they all want you; and
you know how I want you, my dearest.”

“ L wili never go there with you, Ler-
nard, never! I would rather die ™

“ You e strone lanrnage, Jessiea”

AL el strongly. 1 wonld mther
Five Tna g cabin, on bread and milk, than

with a hmsband who would be willing to

Tened such Q} liie as you do. I should be so |

"‘I'li;‘aluep:look went out of Bernard’s

lot -'

A liitle |
way down the river a schooner lay close |

It never |

storms, cither, 1
should judge, from your walking fiftecn |
miues 1 the worst one we Lad last spring, |

o
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eyes in a moment, and a bright light
flashed into them. “Is that the reason
you would never consent to make me hap-
py.Jessica? Ol why did you not tell me
| this befope ¥

I "I havenot told it now. You dragged
me into the discussion, and T was only car-
| rying out your supposition.”

“Lwill go to work to-morrow, i’ you
will oniy promise to love me.”

“ I thought you couid not do it without
moaey."” .

“Just give me as an incentive the hope
of one day cailing vou mine, I can do
| anything for the suke of your love.”

“First, von could not do it without
money ; and now, you eannot do it without
{ love. Do it for the sake of your wetnhond,
Bernand.  If you are true to vourself and
Work your way to a manly independence,
you will win the heart of some good
woinan ; but it may not be mine—some-
{ body betier, perhaps.  Oh, you need not
say anything ; there are better women than
Lam in the world: T may be married to
somebody else by that time, for we eannot
say what may happen. Indeed, I think it
is quite likely.”

* Jessiea, you will not be so cruel as to
make me do this thing without the least
hope of reward ?”

“I don’t make yonu do it; it is vour
jawakened selfrespeet. And you will find
vour reward in the work, and in the inde-
]wnulrnvo it will ,'.-:i\'l.‘ _\‘ull.“
| " Amd you will let me go away without
a shadow of hope. I can do nothing with-
out your love”

“Lot it alone, then,” saild Jessica, eon-
temaptaously, “ it is pothing to me; |
have enly spoken for your own good, and
| | have but one thing more to say: never,
from this moment, sav to me one word of
love until you can offer me something of
yorr own, The log cabin is enough, bat it
must be yvour own. Mind, 1 don’t say I
wiil Jisten to you then; it is probable 1
will not. Dut, in the meantime, love must
not be named between vou and me.”

* It is elear she does not love me, and she
might as well have said so without insult-
ing me with all that talk.” Such were
Bernard's thoughts after Jessica had left
him, and he stomd idly kicking pebbles into
the river. zing
things. That is the way she thinks of me,
Lisit? T would be a fool to giveup all 1
have and work Mke a common laborer.
She is always as busy as a bee herself, and
[ I lave thonght how nice it would be to

tuke her eom hicr home, where she does so

much, o a place where shie would have to
‘do nothing at all. And her ladyship
does mnot like it; she gives herself too
many aies,”

| 1

Three miles below the old farm-house
stoad the busy town of Perkinsville. The
singgish waters of the rivers crept into it
and formed a basin around which there
was econstant activity from morning till
might. | Mwoug  the towering ware-
| honses o little  one-roomed, wooden
building had  imapudently thrust itself
and  tlamtel a  rusty-red  stove-pipe
into the air, winter and summer. It was
wihispored about town that there was more
business done in this dingy little office than
in two or three of the biz warchonses,

On a Lot summer afternoon, two days
Cafter the talk under the pollard willows, a
man sat in this room on a wooden ann-
chair, tilted back at a comfortable angle,
while his feet rested on the battered stove,
apparently doing nothing, but really ab-
sorhied in laving pluns for the suceess of an

He was an elderly, gentlemanly-looking
L mean, with a careless manner, but a wonder-
fuily keen look inhis blue eyes. e had just
 bioughit his caleulations to a satisfactory
conclusion when a shadow fell across the
open doorway, which shadow was imme-
diately followed by the appearance of Ber-
nard Leybumn,

| “Cood afternoon, Mr. Darryl.”

v SGood day, Levburn, 1 should as soon
have thought of seeing the Prince of Wales
here @ vou.  But come in and take a seat.

' No oty elegant quarters.”

“ know your time is valuable, Mr. Dar-
ryl,” suid Bernard, “and in order to trespass
upon it as little as possible, I will state my
business at onee, for there is noboby in
Perkinsville ean tell me what I want to
know as well as you”

Al right.”

“I want work.
to find it 2"

“Any money to invest "

“Not a cent.”

“Then yon have not the ghost of a
clie nee. Dozens of young gentlemen now
in town wanting work.”

“1 told her so,” tnought Bernard.
of no uee”

“O'd man hasa’t
askeq Darryl

“Who? My unecle? Oh, no, but T eannot
live forever dependent on his bounty, |
am getting ashamed of it.  He would give
e moey to start some genteel business,
il he eonid, but he can’t do that, and now I
Catnin for any sort of work., Uncle don’t
approve of it, but I feel [ am doing right”

Darry] looked keenly at the young man.
“Sorry I ean’t help you, Leyburn,” he said,
more condially, “but, indeed, every place
i= Ml and overtlowing.”

“I do not care particularly for a zentle-
manly situation; | had no expectation of
that kKind, I will do any kind of work.”

“Humph! That is a different thing.
What kind, for instance ¥

“ Drivinga wagon, porterage, anything ”

“A eompany of us have started the
lumber business high up the river, at
Maple Bend. Gota saw-mill going tolerably
lively already, and it will move faster soon.
ft is going-to be a big affair, I think. If
you want hard work there is a chance for

| you, bt it won’t be dainty work. Can you
help pile Tumber, or take it to the rafts, or
cutt down a tree, if necessary *”

 Certainly I can, and will be glad to do

Can you tell me where

“It's

gone up, has hey”

| it.

I don’t say bt what you may work your
| way to something better, but that is the

wiy you will have to begin. Tam afraid
| it won't suit yon.”

“Yes, it will,” said Bernard, eagerly.
I wish T eonld prove to you how anxious
' L am to zo to work.” '

* Do you see that row of flour barrels,
ranged out there, ready to be shipped ¥

“ Yes, sir”

“ That sloop has come in sooner than
was expected, but those barrels ought to
go on board of her this afternoon, and all
the hands are busy.”

“T'I do it zaid Bernard, smiling.

He went out in bigh spirits and began
rolling the burrels up the gang-plank, eager
to show Darryi that he was not afraid of
work.  He was accustomed to handling
heavy weizhits at the gymnasinm, for his
a-ement.  Duat, before his present job
was hall done, he found out the difference
| hetween work and pliy.  When it was

three fourths done he wished he had let it

alone, When the last barrel was on the

sloop, and Bernard went back to the office,
T Darryl noticed that the brightness had
diedd” out of his eyes, and the old,
sleepy look had come back to them,

“That was well done, Leyburn, said

Darryl.  “ You will make a splendid work-
n

men.  When will you be ready for up the
' river?” X
- “1 have not guile decided to go. T must
think it over.”

“This is Wednesday. I must know your

- decision by Saturday.”

“ What has come over young Leyburn "
asked Darryl of Jessica, when he 1 a visit
to the old farm howse that evening, * e
’ came to me to-day to ask for work. And
I

| .
{
|

then he related, with a good deal of humor,
the alventare of the barrels, It was well
‘they were out on the porch with no light

but the stars, or he would have seen how |

* She said some pretty stinging | message., :
ey " me l that he wrote to them in good

‘ else. A pretty result of my advice!

quick tramping of f[n)l.-_ati.‘Y% thronsh the |
Clone erass and  daisies,

enterprise in which he had lately cmbarked. | fast. but she would not turn her head.

' had not written her a letter, or sent her a

Jessica’s eyes were sparkling with pleas-
ure.
*“1 told him if he would go up to Maple
Bend he would find plenty of rough work
to do, getting out lumber. He was all
cagerness, before his tussle with the barrels,
but very cool afterwards. IHe is to decide
on Saturday, but T feel so sure he will not
go I shall say nothing to anybody.”

“But T will!” thought Jessica. “1
would not encourage him by any hcqi»c of
my loving him. But I will give a little
push—just to start him off. 1 will tell
everybody in town!"”

And she did. That is, she told half a
dozen carefully seleeted individuals, and
they told all the rest, that Bernard Leyburn
was going up to Maple Bend to learn the
lnmber business, It was not until Friday
that this report obtained general cireunla-
tion. Thursday evening, Bernard visited
Jessica, but not a word did hesay of either
love or lamber. The next day he was con-
gratulated everywhere, and everybody he
met wished him good luck,

“1 had half-determi: 2d not to zo,” he
thought, with vexation. * But Darryl has
spread the report about, and now I'll have
to wo up and give it a trial, 1 shall find it
a horrible business, I know.”

V.

The frst day of summer. The brown
gables of the old farm-house lifted them-
sclves out of a sea of flowering peach-trees,
and red and white apple blossoms. The
waters of the river erept stealthily up the
white beach, and murmured low and softly.
Jessiea, on the bench under the ash-trees,
leaned forward and listened, as if she
would catch from the rippling waves some
whisper of the life up there at Maple Bend.
They had flowed down from that un-
known, blissful land, and yet they would
not give to Jessica one word. Those ves-
scls floating past with the sluggish tide
were, no doubt, freighted with the precious
lumber of that region, but they paused not.
on their slow course, and Jessica’s mind
was filled with discontented thoughts.

Bernard had not returned since first he
went up, now nearly a year ago, and he

His uncle's family had told her
spirits, ap-
parently, but that he said nothing about
his business, and they believed and hoped
he was fast getting eured of his folly, for
they understood that he worked h}ee a
common day-laborer.  She sometimes
gquestioned Mr. Darryl, but he would
merely reply:  “The young man is doing
pretty fairly,” which was certainly not
very enthnsiastic praise. Mr. Darryl had
good reason for his reticence, for he re-
membered how she had spread the report
of Bernard's going to Maple Bend through
all Perkinsville, while the matter was
still undecided, and after he, Darryl,
had told her he should tell no one,
“ It's strange.” thought Jessiea that after-
noon for the hundredth time, *that Ber-
nard never writes tome! I am afraid he
is not doing well. I wonder if he was
foolish enough to literally believe that I
did not love him, and never would love
him! Or it may be he has learned to love
work so much he don’t eare for anytllaging
ut,
I am not sorry I aronsed him from his
lethargy, even if I never see him more!”
Here the gray cyves filled with tears,
which might perhaps : ave fullen but for a
sonnd that now struck pon her ears —the

Ier hieart beat

“I knew I would find you under theash-
tree.”

“Bernard.”  And now the head turned,
and she held out both hands,  He squeezed
them in a very uncivilized manner, that he
surely must have learned in the lumber
region.

“IHow you are changed ! she exclaimed.
She saw at & glance that the great brown
eyes were alight with active thought ; that
the mouth was firmer, and the whole bear-
ing of the man, resolute and manly.

“If he has not succeeded, he has not
given up!” was her mental comment. She
made room for him on the bench.

“ And you, not at ail! Youarethe same
Jessica I Jeft! I do believe this is the
very dress you wore when I last saw you!”

“ Iow can vou be expected to know one
white dress from another!™

“It is not your wedding-dress, 1 hope.
You are not married, Jessica¥”

“No, 1 am not married,” che said, de-
murely.

“Thank Heaven for that! What have
yvon been doing this long time *” :

“The same old round of duaties. Sewing
and helping mother with the housekeeping,
the children with their lessons.  There is
no end to woman's work, yonknow. Only,
I den’t believe you know anything about |
"o,

“I tnow you were always as busy as a
bee, and 1 used to think you must conse-
quently be unhappy. but I have learned
better than that, now.”

“Indeed!  And pray what have you heen
doing that you were ashamed to write to |
your old friend ¥’

“Did you expect me to write to you*”

“We generally look for common courtesy
from those who pretend to be our friends,
and neither letter nor message have you
sent me."”

“1 was waiting for *something of my
0“‘“.‘ "

“You see I have not forgotten a certain
conversation under the pollard willows
yonder.”

Jessiea turned away her head. “T did
not say you were not to treat me with the
ordinary politeness of an acquaintance.”

“I know. I resolved to see you no moie,
to speak to you no more, until I should
have retrieved my manhood. I went to
sce Darryl who told me of his lumber busi-
ness at Maple Bend, where T could
fet work as a common laboring hand.

t was rather a staggering offer,
and T took a ecouple of days to consider
it. I was at first somewhat inclined to
back out of the scrape, but at last T sum-
moned up the necessary fortitude, and
went."

Jessica thought of the report she had
prrposely spread around him to foree him
to go, but, like a discreet woman, she
held her peace.

“Hard work it was,” continued Bernard,
after a pause, “and dreary and disraree-
able, heiping to get the lumber to the cafts,
and down to the vessels. Thislabor lasted
for three months, and if it had not been
for my positive determination that nothin
should foree me back to the old life—an
for one other thing—I[ think my endumnce
wonld have given way. Atthe end of three
months, the business Mereased so rapidly, |
and so many hands came up, that 1 was
promoted to a part of the business [ liked
very well—filling out the orders, that came
in ‘rmuy fast, by selecting the proper wood,
and measuring the lengths, ete. DBut, |
need not tell yon all that, and how one
thing led to another, until now I hold quite
an important position, with a fair salary, a
good knowledge of the basiness, and the
prospeet of doing better still.  And, be-
sides these, T have the fanniest mite of a
house that looks as if the wind had blown
it together, and might, at any time, blow
it apart, and yet it is snug and tight for
all.” :

“You have, indeed, done wonders, Ber-
nard. I knew you could do anything you
wanted to do”

“If I had got nothing from my work
but the conscionsness of "intlcpemlt-nr-e and
manliness, I would consider myself fully
repaid.”

“Of eourse you would

“ But then you see | got something more
than this, and [ etill expect something
worth more than all”

“Oh,you do! A mill of your own, I

suppose )"

"
!

' minister's house, The minister was sur-
rounded by a number of his friends who

“ No, you little, demure witch, you don’t }
suppose anything of the kind. Would I |
have come down here in our busiest season
for that? No, I came to look for a jewel
without which my life will be nothing— |
my Jessica's love. Will you refuse to lis-
ten to me now, darling?”

There was no need for words; Jessica
turned her blushing, happy face to Bernard,
and he clasped her in his arms.

“ At Jast!” ke said, mpturously. “Oh, |
my dearest, [ have waited long for this. If !
I were not so happy I would reproach you |
for having been so cold and eruel to me. l
But, you love me at last!” |

“1I will make a confession to you now, |
Bernard : T loved you all the time ” |

“AMy darling! And you let me think
you did not care for me. Why did you
send me away without the least glimpse of
hope for vour love? Why did you tell
me you despised me #”

“ No, no, Bernand, I never said that!”

“What yon did say amounted to the
same thing, and vou would not even soften
it by saying that you would try to love
me.”

“ What security would I have had, that,
after you had won me, you would not re-
lapse into your old self* I loved you, but
[ wanted you to be worthy of my love.”

“You are mine now, at all events.” And
he held her more tightly,

“But,” he said, thoughtfully, “what will
yvou do up there in that rough region, away
from your old friends, andd you will not
have the comforts you have now in the old
farm house ¥”

“I would a thousand times rather be up
there than in vour uncle’s fine house,
]liul we have plenty of time to consider all
that.’

“Not so mueh time! I can only stay
four days, for we are very busy just now;
and we ought, by all means, to be married
by the end of the month,”

The head was quickly raised from the
shoulder. “ Why, Bernard! Are you
crazy ¥

“By no means. What in the world is
the use of onr waiting? We have known
each other all our lives, and how do you
suppose I can take the time to come phi-
landering down here every week ? In fact,
I ought not to be here now, but I made a
confidant of Darryl, and he took compas-
sion on me, At the end of this month he
thinks they ean do without me for a week,
and then we must be married. It is not=o |
bad up there afterall. It is a beautiful |
country, and we have a little society. The
superintendent’s wife, and the wife of the
engineer live there in funny little houses,
just like mine ; and they are both ladies,
And there are a good many cabins dotted
here and there in the woods, and the labor-
ers’ wives are nice, kindly women.” °

Jessiea langhed.  “You will make it
out a sort of Paradise, T expect, if T let
you go on. But may I ask il you had that
house built beeause yon felt so sure of
me "

“I did not feel at all sure of you, but 1
could not help a little fecling of hope. 1
did not believe you would care so much
about the life I led if vou did not love
me the least little bit. However, the house
was already built. One of the membersof
the company used to live in it. Every-
thing seems to have happened just right
for us.”

“You take too much for granted, Mr.
Bernard, I have not yet consented to your
arrangement.”

“But. von will _darline? JTnat eancider
nhow much yon will make me do when you

get up there!™

“That is a eonsideration, certainly.”

“Oh! I well know I shall have a hard
task-mistress,  But you will make a happy
home for me as a compensation.”

Perhaps Jessica felt she had been arbi-
trary enough. At all events her lover had
his own way, and the wedding-day was
fixed to suit him; the bride elect reflect-*
ing that her simple frowssean would not
require much time for preparation.  Ruf
fled dresses and tmiling silks would be en-
tirely out of place in the lumber region.
They were so happy, sitting there under
the drooping branches of the ash, with the
silvery sands at their feet, and the river glid-
ing gently by, that they forgot to go up to
the house to tell the wonderful news to
the family until the dusk ol evening stole
upon them.— Wood's Household  Magnzine.

Father Moody and the Turkey.
Ax exchange is indebted to a Pitts-

burgh  correspondent for the following
capital anccdote of Father Moody, who
was born at Newbury, 1675, graduated at
Harvard College in 1698, settled in York,
Maine, in 1700 and died at soventy-two
years of age, in 1748:

“Come, Charles, my son,” sai 1 Deacon
Allsworth, “take one of these turkeys, and
carry it up to minister Moody ‘or Thanks-

giving.” “No, father, I don’t do that
again, [ tellvou!”  *“ What do I hear now,
Charles?  These five-and-twenty years I

have sent the minister a turkey, and Joe
has earried them, and Tom, and Jerrv, and
yvou, without ever refusing before,  What's
the matter now?" “Why, father, he
never thanks me for bringing it to him.
Besides, he took me to task, a while ago,
beeause T started ont of meeting too soon.”
* Weli, son, you know it is the custom for
the winister to go out before any of the
congregation starts; this is done as a mark
of respect.”  * Respect or not, he's noth-
ing bt aman; and as for creeping for
him, [ won't do it.” *“ Well, let it Jnas.
and carry him the turkey, and if he don't
thank you for it, [ will."” Charles ghoulder-
ed the fowl, and in a short time was at the

had ecome to spend Thanksgiving with
him. The lad entered withovt knocking,
and bringing the turkey from his shoulder
heavily upon the table, said : * Mr. Moody,
there's a turkey for you. If you want it,
you may have it; if you don't, I'll earry it
back again.” “ I shall be very glad of it,”
said the minister, * but I think you might
learn a little manners, Charles. (Can't
you do an errand better®”’ * How woald
you like to have me do it ?” asked Charles.

“ Sit down in my chair,” said the clergy-
man, “and I will show you how.” Charles
took the chair, while the divine took the
turkey and left the room. He soon return-
ed, took off his hat, made a very low bow
and said: *“ Mr. Moody, here is a turkey
which my father sends to yon and wishes
you to accept as a present.”  Charles rose
from his seat, took the fowl, and said to
the minister: “ Itis a very fine one, and |
feel grateful to your father for it. In this
and many other instances he has eontrib-
uted to my hap‘:incss. If you will just
earry it into the kitchen and roturn acain,
I will send for Mrs. Moady to give yon
a half a dollar.” The good old elergyman
walked out of the room; his friends
lnughed at the joke, and made up a purse
for the lad, who ever allerward received a

reward for his services.
— - AP e

PreservaTion o Woon.—The best
preservative of wood is said to be a com-
pound of one part silicate of potassa and
three of pure water—the wood to remain
in the solation twenty-four hours, then
dried for several days, then soaked and
dried a second time, and subsequently
painted twice over with a mixture of one
part water-cement and four of the first-
mentioned mixture.  Thus prepared, it will
not decay in the ground, and will be in
combustible out of it.

i

Remeny For Ferox.—The following is
pronounced an infullible cure for a felon:
tue flag root and wild turnip root, a hand-
ful of each, stewed in a hali' a pint of hog's
jard —strain it off, add to it four table
spoonfuls of tar, simmer them together ; ap-
ply this ointment to the felon till it hreaks,
Add beeswax and rosin to the ointment

for a salve to dress it after it is broken,

I NEVER LIKED LEWIS.

NeveEnr. We were boys together. Our
good mothers were delighted to see us
plaving marbles together; bui he could
always knuckle down botter than I conld.
We playedat turnpike-gate with our hoops ;
and somehow he always trundled his be-
tween the pebbles which constituted, to
our young imaginations, the pike, man 1n
apron, toll-bar, and all—while I seattered
them and lost the game. When we first

came together we were both :‘-i("hm'vlhuys‘

on the same form. Iis lessons were my
lessons day after day; but, then, if there
was an advantage in the progress it was
generally on my side.  Somchow he got
all the credit.

Lewis was horn under extraordinary cir-
cumstances. His family were a wild, am-
bitious, and, T have often heard my mother
say, unserupulous set. At the period of
his birth they were in the height of their

splendour. It was iimpossible to approach
them in those days. They had the biggest
house in  their neighborhood by far

Their horses aud stables were the envy of
everybody. They gave parties that block-
ed up the place with the equipages of the
guests,  The greatest people in the land
went to see them ; and even people of dis-
tinction from abroad on arriving in the
country would take the earliest opportu-
nity of paying their respects to the Lew-
ises.  Mr. Lewishimself wasa gloomy, mo-
rose, unpopular man ; but his wife, when she

was young, was one of the loveliest women, |

as my father often declared to my mother's
mortification, upon whom the sun ever
shone. It seems that she was as brilliant
in mind and as econrageous in spirit as she
was in person lovely. Mr. and Mrs.
Lewis were ealled, among the loeal trades-
men, the beauty and the beast.  While he
never had a gracions word or look, she
was always wreathed in smiles. She had
a Kind word ard a ready hand for the poor,
If she disliked her lord, she loved her
children, and they were always with her
in the carriage. Two boys that were the
envy of all other boys who saw them;

who wore the loveliest feathers in their

awake, being his guest ; but this shows how

mother. Sometimes he would keep me I
awake for a whole hour after we were in |
bed, listening to Mrs. Lewis’ voice in‘the |
drawing-room. I was obliged to keep i

1]
inconsiderate he could be, |

e had begged Mrs. Lewistoallow himto |
give meone of his Shetland ponies on my |
birthday; and he had surprised me with
it, with bran new saddle and bridle - which
was very good, I am quite free to own:
but he might have remembered that |
liked fishing much better than riding, and
that I should have been more pleased with
a handsome rod and tackle.

One day Mrs. Lewis' step-father seeing
me on the terrace alone called me to him,
andd began to question me on the
life that my guardians had projected for
me  When I told him that I .had
not heard from them for a vear, and
that I had not the least idea of their inten-
tions in regard to me, he pulled my car,
and muttered, “Poor lad! poor lad!'—this
is the way the world is managed.” And
50 the subject dropped, and Lewis and [,
at the end of the holidays, returned to
school.

Misfortunes overtook me when I was on
the point of entering the Middle Temple.
My guardians died, and to my horror and
amazement, [ was informed that their af-
fuirs were involved, to my utter ruin. They
had speenlated with my money, and out of
a good fortune which my parents had left
me I had something less than three hun-
dred pounds left. I communicated my dis-
tress to Lewis, and he sympathized with
me. e would have been a stone had he
done less, seeing how intimate we lad
been from our early boyhood. Mrs. Lewis
had been for some time in bad health, Ier
great-stepfather had died overwhelmed
with ruin in a greac law suit; and she had
the castle no longer; and young Lewis
could keep only one horse now, and was
oblig ed to give himself fewer airs.  The
wreck was more than respeetable, but it
was a wreck, T was among those who did
not desert them, and did not disdain to
ride in the modest brongham to which
poor Mrs. Lewis was reduced, and with

hats, trandled hoops with padded sticks: | but one man-servant to wait at table,
played with marbles every one of which | Lewis never forgot my birthday ; and Mrs,
was an agate ; and spun tops of satin-wood | Lewis was good enough to insist, when she
with silken cords, were the idols of their | heard of my misfortunes, that I should let
beantiful parent, and were very seldom | her pay my Temple fees, and that I should

permitted to range beyond her sight.
There was an unecle in the family—who
had married, 1 believe, the mother of Mrs.

| Lewis, after her father's death, and whom

Mrs. Lewis loved as well as the most de-
voted daunghter ecan adore the most in-
dulgent of parents,
her guide in all things.  His word was
her Taw ; and she was never tired of telling
her friends about his wisdom and the great
position he held in the world. Gossips
said that the only fact which made the
married lifc of Mrs. Lewis bearable was,
that her hnshand was related closely to
her step-father.

It was very natural in Mrs, Lewis to make
much of her stepfather. He was the
personage to whom she looked for the ad-
vancement of her darling boys in life. Her
influence appeared to be boundless—and he

knew it, as my mother, who ofiten saw |

him frowning out of his chariot window on
his way to see his beantiful step-danghter,
wotld tell me in after years,

The elder boy was sickly, and was kept
at home: but the seccond was sent to
school ; and, as I have said, it was at school

[ first met him
The new boy made a sensation. Tt was

whispered along the forms that his name
ras Lewis, and that he had come in a
barouche with a servant in livery to carry
his books. We crowded round him in the
playground, and found that his pockets
were full of money; that he had a knife
with one blade more than that of the cock
of the school; and that a most imposing
coat of arus was engraved on the heaviest
of silver spoons and forks; which were
brought for his use at table. The master
fawned on him, and gave him easy lessons,
and put him at the desk nearest to the
stove, We hated him for this—boys are
only little men.

Out of school, Lewis, I must say, gave
himself no airs.

apple woman can e into the playground,
He would buy a shilling’s worth of’ Bona-
parte’s ribs, and give every boy in the
school one. Ile would propose a scram-
ble for apples, or a whole quart of Spanish-
nuts, I have known him come with half a
dozen cocoa-nuts, and give one each to the
fellows who had played at horses with
him. Playing at horses was his passion.
A boy must be a great favorite, or be able
to dispense favors, who wants to drive a
team in the plavgroung Lewis was
amiable enough, we thought, then, and was
ready to give everything he had—provided
we would be his nags. We made him
piay—and he drove us.  He was a realy
fellow with his fists, I admit. 1le would
give—bhut he would have no takings. I got
on very well with him, and was often his
oflsider, beeause I made my bargain open-
ly, and he liked that, I carried off heaps of
things, till my mother at home was quite
alarmed.  “'Where did you get  that
splendid top, Bob ?” said mother. “Lewis,”
was my answer, “That kite must have
cost five shillings, Bob.” *“Lewis,” 1
replied, * Your father’s Knife is not worth
that,” my maternal  parent observed.
“Lewis,” was my response. Bnut I never
liked him,

We plaved truant together, and he got
me off the punishment, and the school
cheered him in the playground for it. 1
thought they made much of it—but 1 must
say Lewis himself didn't ; and he behaved
well in asking me home to his mother's
great house to dine and spend a Saturday
afternoon with him. Irs. Lewis’ step-
father was there, and everything gave way
to him. He pinched my ear playtully, and
tipped me when I went off to school in
the evening—loaded with fruit and cakes
for the boys of our form, which Mrs. Lewis
packedup with her own while hands,
while her step-father stood by looking at
her,and joking very aflably for so great a
man,

When the holidays came—being an or-
s:hun, and my guardians being resident in

“lorence—Lewis persuaded his mother to
invite me for a fortnight or so o their
country house. It was here 1 saw the
Lewises and their mighty friends in all
their glory.  The house, or castle, was an
ancient one, which her step-father had
given to Mrs. Lewis as a marringe present,
and which he helped her to beautify, su-
perintending the cultivation of the fruits
and flowers, the felling of the timber, the
planting out of the shrubberies, and the
repairs and adornments of the house him-
self. They were a picture together—when
he was shuffling about in his grey dress-
ing-gown, and she was in her white morn-
ing robe, with her abundant hair floaticg
about her—so Jong that she could throw it
round Lewis, and almost smother him
with it—which made him look very foolish,
I thought. She petted Lewis in the most
ridiculous style, and made him dress like a
page in a burlesque. To me she was al-
most as affectionate as to her own son ; and
when 1 told her how ! was lefl an orphan
in my fourth year, and how I had not a re-
lation in the world, a big, hot tear from her
brimmed eyes fell upon my hand, which
she was holding while she talked to me;
and she ealled up Lewis and told him, in
her serious, impetuous way, that he was to
look upon me as a brother, and be always
Kind to me.

Mrs, Lewis was an indulgent mother;
but ghe was strict to, as her step-father di-
rected her to be, and his word was, to her,
law in everything.  Lewis went to bed at
nine, sodid I while T was at the castle.
We begged half an hour's grace sometime ;
bt «he would never vield —even when she
was i the middle of a song. She sang

divinely, and Lewis loved te hear his
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His plentiful pocket- |
money was lavishly scattered when the

|
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|

He was her Mentor, |

!

|
1

1
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accept a couple of rooms in her house, to
be with Lewis, She caw, [ expeet, that |

exercised a very salutary influenee over !

Lim. How could I look churlish and re-
fuse—especially when Lewis joined his en-
treaties to those of his mother? It wanted
no little moral courage, however, to keep
with the Lewises, although they loaded me
with attentions, beeause people talked
about them in the neighborhood ; and the
tradesmen sneered and jeered when the
the pliin little brougham rolled past their
doors, or I and Lewis walked home to din-
ner. I had no other home, however, and
hardly a farthing in my pocket. I have
said, 1 was without a relition in the world.
But I do take a little eredit to myself for
my pluck in holding to the wreek ; for—I
can make no secret of it—I never liked
Lewis,

Mrs. Lewis paid all my expenses while
she lived, just as she paid those of her cwn
child. I could hardly see anything in
which she made a diflerence between us;
and when there was any slight advantage
in Lewis’s share he made it up to me, for I

wis ‘-‘-l‘lﬁ‘\\'al enomeh tn oo that |3.L conld
not do withont me. e was full of dreais.

e was forever talking about his uncle and
the grmnd days, and whether he could not
redecin the fortunes of the family, I
langhed at him, I confess, and advised him,
with the small fortune that remained, to
put himself in some good business in the
city. He shrugged his shoulders, and
would not hear of it, but went dreaming
on; and [ believe his mother en(-rmm_s."cﬁ
him. He pinched himsell to employ law-
yers, who were to re-open the old horrible
law-snit, and win back the tens of thou-
sands of pounds and the old castle. We
were to walk on the old terrace once more,
and smoke our cigars again in the familiar
vineries. It was sad to see the infatuation
which possessed Lewis like his blood, not
tosay the vanity. He was not unmindful of
me, I must say, in all his dreams. [ was
to have my share of the glory—when he
got it.  The case came again and again be-
tore the courts. 1 had been ealled to the
bar meantime ; and Lewis had insisted that
I should be emploved, and that my brief
should be handsomely marked. It was

business to me, aud oay business to a

yvoung Dbarrister is. welcome. So I ap-
peared. It was really an effort of friend-
ship on my part; for the bar was laughing
outright at young Lewis as a fool who was
throwing away good money away after
bad. There was no hope for him. The
judges tittered when I rose; the public
smiled when Lewis took his seat among
theattorneys.  When we failed, my Tem-
ple friends would come round me and
ask : “Well, has Young Infatuation had
enough of it now?”

Lewis's brother died when he was about
nincteen: and Mrs. Lewis followed soon
after. I thought Lewis would have gone
mad. He was certainly an atlectionate
son ; but who would not have been aflee-
tionwte with such™a mother? Had it not
been for his precious law-suit he would
have followed Mrs Lewis in a month or
two'; but, as the difliculties increased, and
the chances became less, he only grew
firmer in his resolve—to spend his last
farthing and the last hour of his iife in the
fizht. He spared me all I asked from him
—which was not much; and he contrived
that we should continue to live together,
so that I might carry on my profession. 1
intended, you may be sure, to refund to
him to the utmost penny, some day: but
who can tell what the morrow may bring
forth? 1 don't think he expected to be
repaid.  He never said so—and there were
times, I know, when 1 had money and he
had none. Nay, there were two or three
oceasions on which he was locked up.  l1le
actually carried on his plans in the spong-
ing-hodse, and when he was let out he
walked straight away.to his lawyers. lle
would meet me with that strange, sad
smile on his face, and his first question
would be, How was I getting on! Iid 1
want anything? In a few months all
troubles would be over, and we should be
in clover. For I must do him this justice
—one lear’ of every trefoil he might gather
wis to be for your humble servant.  Yet 1
never liked him,

To tell how, on a sadden, fortune came
upon us would be to make a long story.
The tenacity of Lewis's character carried
him throngh., IHe looked sickly; but in
the weak casket was the mother’s heart.
He had the art of waiting. When he was
in Cursitor street one day overtures were
made to him, by the acceptance of which
he would have secured to himself a hand-
some meome for life.  But he diselaimed
it and went guictly up to bed, on a Novem-
ber night, in the shabby sponging-house,
with the observation that he was in no
hurry. So that when an extmordinary
turn in the law.suit took every lawyer by
surprise, and the legal world stood aghast,
amazed, dumbfounded at a decision that
put him in possession of the entire wealth
of that remarkable uncle of his who used
to pinch my ears, he alone wascool. T ecan
see him now fastening the clastic band
abomt his wmbrella as he walked out of the
eourt, as ealm as the eabman whom he hailed,
On the morrow morning, when he had
read the report of the case in the papers, he
turned to me and said, “ 1 was right, my
friend ; yon see that T was right. And
now tell me which are the rooms in the
castle you would prefery Drop in at
Coutl's, and see the llhcrty I have ventured
to take with your balance. Tell me if
roun like your hrongham ; it is at the door.
?\'nw see whether you cannot beeome Lond
Chancellor.”

In sober truth, my brougham was at the

door; my account was a princely one ; an

I had the pick of the castle apartments,
The scene was a glorious one when the
sun of Lewis's fortunes was in its noontide |
splendor. The beautiful, the brilliant, the |

| gifted, the illustrions, crowded to his halls, |

thronged his drawings-rooms, peopled his |
park, and tasted of all the sweets of his |
refined and liberal hospitality. e alone |
remained calm and easy, I might say un-
concerned.  Mistortune had hit him hard,

and had not stirred a musele of his face ; |
fortune was now his gencrous friend, and |
she could barely extort a smile from him. |
I was, I think, more grateful. 1 Dblessed |
and thanked-—the Fates,  For while any l
care as to my means of living was removed |
far away from me, I negleeted no opportu- |
nity of promoting my own advancement |
in my own way. I worked at my profes- |
sion, and Lewis was able to introduce me
to first rate business, I had at times more
than I could well manage. When | was at |
the castle I wonld retire from the scene of

the festivities to my own apartment, and

there turn out my brielf bag upon the table,

and read into the small hours. Very few |
men, [ flatter myself, would have done that |
with the advantages that I had within my |
reach. DBut I was determined not to be de-
peident on Lewis. I was resolved to draw
the line somewhere; for, as I think I have |
remarked before, T never really liked him.

I grew rich—I do not deny it: acd it
was Lewis’s money that enabled me to |
make a figure in the world, which is half
the battle in the professions, But Le
wanted me; I was necessary to him; and
therefore it was for himself that he was |
open-handed with me. 1 am not the first |
orphan who has been adopted; nor the
first school-chium who has been befriended |
in after-life; nor the first man who has
owed his stepping-stones to fortune, to ac-
cident. T don't see why I should be pes-
tered about it, as though there was some- |
thing so very extmordinary in my case, I
made my acknowledgments once for all;
and [ fail to see why I should be perpet-
ually” uttering thanks. It has been said |
that gratitude is a lively sense of favors to
come. I am sure that I expect nothing
more from Lewis, The brougham in which
I ride was his, granted : my house was part
of his estate, granted. The case in which I
pocketed nearly three thousand pounds
was of his introduction; have 1 ever de-
nied ity My wife's brilliants were a pres-
ent made to her by Lewis when we mar-
ried. Does not this happen every day in |
the week? Am I bound to like a man be-
cause Le finds pleasure in my society and |
profit in my advicer Let me tell my story
i my own way to the end. We were at
the castle. My wite and children had |
been staying there for months, and had
been in the habit of running down in the
intervals of my arduous professional du-
ties. Lewis had stood godfather to our
eldest boy, and had settled a sum of money |
on the engaging young fellow that insured
him a good position in life; so that we felt
bound to humor the godfather's desire 10
have the boy as much with him as possi-
ble. Lewis was very tond of children, and
thev, I am bound to add, were very foud
of him.

Well, on a certain autmmn moming—the
first on which a fire had been deemed nee-
essary in the breakfast room—Lewis asked
me to give him half an hour in the library.
[ had business of my own in hand; but I
was always a good-natured fellow, 1 he- |
neve, and I totlowed my old school Tellow
He began quietly as when he put the band
round his umbrella when he had gained
his canuse—

“The vicissitudes of my life are not
ended yet. My dear old school-fellow,
learn that once again I haven’t a penny in
the world.”

At this point I begged him to excuse me
for a moment ; and I ran to my wife's bon- |
doir, and told her to have everything
ready for the midday tmain. Above all, she |
was not to forget her dinmonds,  She was
the most obedient of consorts, and I will
do her the justice to say that she did not |
forget a thing—even to the baby's socks.
I returned to the library, and taking Lewis |
by the hand, expressed my regret. lle
continued—

“ Not a penny in the world! I am beg
cared, my dear friend, by the men whom I
have helped to atluence. My own people
have turned upon me. My own stewards
have destroyed me. The people and |
places 1 found poor and bare, and that are
now thriving, are the centres of the infamy
that has stripped me.  You heard one of
my bailitls this morning give me notice.
This rascal is @t number twenty, and  car-
ries ofl' a handsome competence with him.
But some are not at the trouble of masking
their ingratitude.  There is no ereature
upon two legs, nor upon four, half so un- |
grateful as a bad servant whom you have
petted, and can pet no longer, See that
tellow crossing the park with aloaded eart,
He came to me shirtless: rat number
twenty-one.”

“But how has this come to pass, my |
dear Lewis?’ I asked; “and is it alto-
gether irremedial 7

“It has come to pass as I have told you.
Every man on whose honor 1 have relied
has betrayed me. My model cottagers, 1
am told, laugh at me for a fool. [ have
trebled thetrade in my county town, and
the townfolk haven't a good word tor me,
although they had plenty yesterday. The |
local paper has turned about with its read- |
ers. Last week I was munificent ; bat in
to-day's copy 1 amra fool; in the next edi-
tion I shall be a rogue. I should advise you
to clear the sinking ship while there's a
boat—that is, a coach—at hand.” 1

“Leave you, Lewis, at such a moment'
I exclaimel; for I was hurt at lns sugges- |
tion, which was not a very delicate one
under the circumstances. “lcave you
now ! I would not think of such a thing; |
nor should anything less than the case
the tremendous case—of Thunder . But-
ter, drag me from your side to morrow ™

A smule passed over the placid face of
Lewis while I spoke. It was a smile 1
had scen before and at which a less amia-
ble man than, I ean say without vanity, [
am, might have taken offence. 1

“You leaye to-morrow, then?” Lewis
asked.

“1 must.”

“Well, we shall tide over the weck, ]
dare say; but there will be elbow-room in
the castle before then, I can see”

I did not like Lewis's style.  Of course 1
made every allowance for him under the
circumstances ; and when [ had seen my
wife to the station with the children, the
maids, the jewel and dressing cases and
my dispatch-box, in which my deeds were
safely under lock ad kev, I made a second
attempt to be kind and sympathetie. 1
asked whether there was anything 1 could
do for him in London.”

“Yes,” he said, mising his cold hiue
eyes, and cutting his words with his glit-
tering tecth. “%’l'ﬁ; remain in it!”

This was too much; and I Jeft him.
Now all my impressions as to his charac-
ter were confirmed ; and T counld under-
stand thoroughly why I never liked him.

At the milway-station—for I left that
very evening—I found more than half the
castle servants. The station-master was
compelled to put on three or four extra
Inggage vans; and T kept the tmain guite
five minutes, getting my boy’s  pony
(Lewis' last present) into a horse box.

When 1 reached town [ heand more
than I care to relate about the immense
ruin in which Lewis had involved him-
self, He had trusted vast sums of money
to friends and relatives, right and left ; he
had listened to any kind of got up tale of
distress; he had been imposed upon in
fifty directions. A splendid man of busi-
ness ; a powerful clear headed administra-
tor ; he had doubled the value of the enor-
mous property which came to him, sfter
so many years of battling and of poverty
from his untle. But, yous e, he ruinﬂi

e e

all by putting faith in men who were not

| more in conundrums.

~his wife to ride npon.

| human ingenuity and extravazance

| in

trustworthy ; and I am told that when he

left the castle thére was not a man left
there to carry his carpet bag to the rail-

way.

II cannot help feeling a kind of warmth
towards the man when my wife comes
like a queen into her drawing-room, cov-
ered with the marriage parure of diamonds ;
but my consciefee is at ease—is as quiel
us a babe asleep—for, as I am sure I mnst
have remarked twenty times, even at the
height of his prosperity, T never liked
Lewis—NEVER'—London Society,

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS.

A Risixg Max—The balloonist,

Tue “ Dank Aces"—Ladies’ ages,

TuE cobbler has a sole purpose in life,

A SURE way to make an impression—
Fall down in the mud.

A pocTtor’s motto is supposed to be “pe-
tients and long suffering.”

A vourxe lady of Boston counted among
her wedding presents, recently, eleven pie
knives,

My first is equality, my second is in-
feriority, and my whole is superionty.
Peerless,

Neanny considerable in

every ity

| Europe has a charitable “Home for Con

sumptives.”

A Tuaxgscivixe turkey in Syracuse
got away and made an ugly hole through
a $150 pane of glass,

SoME wit has discovered that
bers of the dying yvear”
November and December,

Deatu is the great persuader, and
works more N!]('l"--'i-'l‘:l‘;l_\' than all the other
agents of the Washington Life,

OvER £117.000 have been received for
conscience sake at the United States Treas-
ury since November 30, 1863,

AT Altoona, Pennsylvaria, the police
furnish the liquor dealers with lis's of per-
sons to whom it is unsafe to sell intoxicat.
ing drinks.

“Ma,” said Fred, “ I should rather be a

the “em-
September,

nmne

, wild turkey, and live my Jife out on the

prairies, than be a tame turkey and be killed
every year”
A New Havex couple, recently cele-

| brating their golden wedding, exhibited a

picee of cake reserved from their maniage
ceremony fifty years sgo,

Tue Supreme Conrt of Massachusetts
hasdecided that a contract made and earried
into efleet on Sunday cannot be repudiated
by either party,

A Kaxsas Crry antist committed snicide
the other day because hie conid not pay his
tailor. The tailor wants to know how that
helped matters,

TueE anatomist who has discovered a
new muscle in the human body hias tuken

| out a patent, and no one can use the muscl

without paving royalty.

Tue Mutual Life Insurance Company
of Chicago is a favorite with the insuring
public. It is one of the few companics
which show a good increase during the

| past year,

A BRAPTURED writer inguires: “ What
is there under heaven more humanizirg, or
if we may use the term, more angelizing,
than a fine black eye in a lovely woman "
Two black eyes, is the ready answer,

TioMprsox is not going to do anything
He recently nsked
his wife the difference between his head
and a hogshead, and she said there was

'none. He says that is net the right answer,

Two men have heen sentenced to four
months’ imprisonment and hard labor for
obtaining money from weak-wivded per
sons in London toward paving off the na-
tional debt of England.

“Jonxs,” said a father to his son one day

when he caught him shaving the “down”
off his upper Tip, “don’t throw vour shav.
jng-water out where there are any baze-
footed boys, for they might got their feet

pricked.”

“Wuar is the difference between sixty
minutes and my youngest sister ¥ asked a
precocious boy of his grave uncle. “Idon't
know ; what is it " was the uncle’s reply.
“Why, one's an hour, and the other's our

{ i . =
A" was the stunning explanation.

Noersg—*1 cannot allew butter and jam,
too, on vour hread  Master AlDed. It is
very extravagant.” Master Alfred—-Tt can't
be extravagant, Mary, i’ the same picce of
bread does for iluﬂ:_h

A cEXTLEMAN having a pony that start-
ed and broke his wife's neck. a neichibor
told him that he Wishod 10 purchnse it fog
“NoMi ave tha oth
er, “I will not scll the little fellow, be-
cause I intend to marry again”

SoME idea of the enormous facilities al-
forded ror locomotion by the milways en-
tering London is given by a staiement

 which shows an average of about filty four

trains per hour, or nearly one per minuie,

| during the whole twenty four hours of the

day.

A yEw ticket printing machioe, which
has just been patented in Englamd and
Prussia, prints milway tickets on bLoth
sides, perforites them, and numbers them
consccutively by one process, and docs all

| this at the rate of 200 and 300 & minute.

Tne American Tract Society, of B
ton, Mass,, have made a grant of 5000
copics of their wagazine, the Nolbark wf
e, to be distributa A amwong the United
States troops at the forts and stations of
the army in the far West, for winter read-
ing.

Oxe Maine editor has
Maine cditor for detamation of chiaracter,
and the defense is understood to he that,
in the first place, the plaintilf bhad no
character to speak of, and that, even if he

had, nothing the defendant could say

sned another

| would injure anybody.

A rourr hundred dollar doll is a novelty

| in the New York market, wherenpon the
| Express, of that city, asks:

“Uan we
wonder that a genuine, flesh-and blood
belle’s outfit for an evening may he made
to reach the value of a small fortune, “]' hen
mye

united to dress & doll to the actual valne

Lof $4007Y7

DrovTn axp Porators —Ilorth and
Home points to a lesson from the drouth
the fact that potatoes which were
planted on or near the top of the ground

| in sections where the drouth bias been ex

cessive, were hardly worth digging, while
those in adjoining fields which were puiat
the bottom of a deep furrow and never
hilled at all, vielded well.

A ROGUE lately gave a waiter at a well-
known cafe in Biussels a tenfranc picce
The waiter very correctly pronounced it
bad. * Let me sce it again, =ud the fel-
low; then examining it carcfully, he ex-
claimed in a lond voice, as he put it back
in the waiter's hand, * Observe the date,
1813 ; do you really suppose that if' it was
bad they wouldn't have found it out by
this time *" and promptly departed, leaving
the astonished gareon piece in hand.

e ... -

Look Sharp.

A rFoxyy affiir occurred the other day
illustrating the ‘mportance of bhnsiness
men looking on both sides of scrap paper
upon which they may write orders, re
ceipts or messages, A well known wmer
chant having a small lot of damag-d and
almost unsalable goods remaining from a
large consigmment, at last sucoeeded in
“working them ofl]” and sitting down to
his desk wrote a note 1o the consiguor, an
nouncing the gratifving intelligence in
these words:

“] haveat length sneceeded in closing out
those, by selling the whole lot to old
Scroogins for a hundred dollars, and glad
to get rid of them at any price.  m so
afmaid, evern now, the sharp old codger will
back out, that I won't let him bave the
goods till ke pays the money.”

At this point the merchant was interrapt-
ed.and turning the note sheet face downwand
in his portfolio,went out into his warchouvse
to attend to a customer An hour or two
afterward, as he returned, having forgotten
the note entirely, Seroogins elerk enters,
hands a2 hundred dollar bill, and asks for »
receipt.  The merchant scizes the first
piece of paper before him, dashes off the
reccipt, and hands it to the clerk.

What - was his consternation  balf an
hour afterwards, when the grinning clerk
returned with the message from his mas
ter, “Mr. Scroogins wants 1o know il you
won't give him another reeeipt on a
clean piece of paper,” to find that he lad
inscribed the acknowledgment on the
back of the very letter smnouncing the
sale to his correspondent. )

Scrooging got an amount of privaie in
formation with the flret receipt that he
didn’t count upon.
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